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yet a subject of the nursery; and the impending and im-
portant interview might be considered the first time that it
was ever my fortune to engage with him in serious con-
verse.

The door was opened; my heart palpitated; the private
secretary withdrew; I entered the lofty room. My father
was writing. He did not look up as I came in. I stood at
his table a second; he raised his eyes, stared at nay odd
appearance, and then, pointing to a chair, he said, * How
do you do, Contarini ? I have been expecting you some
days/ Then he resumed his writing,

I was rather surprised, but my entrance had so agitated
me that I was not sorry to gain time. A clock was opposite
to me, and I employed myself in watching the hands.
They advanced over one, two, three minutes slowly and
solemnly; still my father wrote; even five minutes dis-
appeared, and my father continued writing. 1 thought
five minutes had never gone so slowly ; I began to think of
what I should say, and to warm up my courage by an
imaginary conversation. Suddenly I observed that ten
minutes had flown, and these last five had scudded in a
surprising manner. Still my father was employed. At
length he rang his bell; one of my friends, the messengers,
entered. My father sent for Mr. Strelamb, and before Mr.
Strelamb, who was his private secretary, appeared, he had
finished his letter, and given it to the other messenger.
Then Mr. Strelamb came in, and seated himself opposite
to my father, and took many notes with an attention and
quickness which appeared to me quite marvellous ; and
then my father, looking at the clock, said he had an ap-
pointment with the Prussian ambassador, at his palace:
but, while Mr. Strelamb was getting some papers in order
for him, he sent for the under secretary, and gave him so
many directions that I thought the under secretary must
have the most wonderful memory in the world. At length